THE   QUESTING   BEAST
Bale, G. H. Simpson-Hayward, A. W. Isaac, six Fosters,
W. B. Burns, the fastest bowler in England, and Ted
Arnold, I knew them all to talk to and had their photo-
graphs in an album. To watch such giants as Tom
Hayward of Surrey, or Gilbert Jessop of Gloucester, or
Albert Relf of Sussex puzzled and disturbed (after having
scored heavily) at the lob-bowling of George Simpson-
Hayward was a great joy to me. Our local rector, Martin
Buckle, rose considerably in my estimation when I learnt
that, when playing for the Gentlemen of Worcestershire, he
had lifted a ball from the County Ground into the River
Severn. Several times I had seen H. K. Foster and W. B.
Burns send a ball on to the pavilion roof, but the river
was much farther away.
In 1910 my mother's mother died, and this was the
first death that came right into my life, for it was connected
with a dramatic situation which I well remember. My
mother had received a disquieting telegram from Lady
Burne-Jones, who lived at Rottingdean hard by my grand-
mother's home, and fearing the worst, had sent it over to
the Wilden Iron Works some four miles away for my
father to interpret. While she waited the return of the
car she paced agitatedly round the garden in the front of
the house, watched with baited breath by my second sister
and myself, who, scenting something very unusual, were
hidden in the laurel bushes. As time went on we noticed
my mother was crying. This we had never seen her do
before and we were rather unhappy. Suddenly the noise
of the approaching car made my mother stop, and her
anxious eyes followed the motor up the drive. If my
father were inside she knew the worst had happened. If
he were not, there was no immediate cause for undue
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